To die a million times and still never understand the pain and despair 1
fel’r for that special young man, He lost his furure, Hopes, and Jreams,
when nobodg wouH answer our 'Jesper‘ate screams,
1 fought strong for all cur young lives and still T eannot forget his
'c[ea'c”\j cries, For two years 1 have desperate]g praged that my horrible
nightmares would just go away but instead of s[ackening, ﬂweg are more
intent to remind me of the blood that was spent.
His &od\j gone buriet{ ant{ 'c[ea'c{ wfﬂ\ 2 heat{sfohe to mark where ﬂ\e\j ’ait{

his head. Thinking of him gene brings me great dread,

Rut no matter what his spirit is not dead.



